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Meet the band 
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| dont get any of this. 

"M'am?" a man with long black hair asks. No one special.. Just the bartender. 

"Sorry, I'll just have a beer." 

"Of course, just a beer" He mocks. | roll my eyes and stare down at the table. In my distant gaze, | notice 
something. 

A brown-haired man stares down at his own table. He seems so full of thoughts and anguish. / am studying in 
psychology.. Maybe it's time for some practice? | think to myself. | stand up, and slowly approach the man. The 
wooden table is uneven on the side | would sit on but | don't mind. 


| sit down right across from him and manage to catch his gaze. Well, practically. His sunglasses help him avoid 


anything.. 

"Hey," he manages to grumble. | can hear the misery in his voice. 

"Hey man.. What's wrong?" | ask him curiously. He stares up at me and plays a fake smile. "m okay, really.” 
He thinks he's a burden.. Poor guy. 

"You don't seem like it.. You can tell me" | try to confront him. He doesn't seem interested. 

"You barely know me." he growls bitterly. Soon | see a small tear drop fall from his eyes.. Or should | say 
sunglasses. 

"Can | get you anything?" | ask him. 

| got enough fucking money. | didn't need anymore of that shit." | hear a soft little sob between his sentences. 
"lIl go get you a beer." | sit up from the table and feel a pit in my heart from the guy.. 

| walk to my table to see a beer sitting on my table with a sticky note saying, 

Here's just a beer. 

Before | rip the sticky note off | decide | should keep it. It was a little funny how pissed | made this guy.. Why 
am Í such an ass? | keep this sticky note and put it back on my beer. Ready to tell him the hilarious story, | 
notice he's gone. Disappeared. | feel guilt swell up in my stomach. What did | do to this guy? Why did | leave 
him, why- 

"OH MY GOD!" | hear a man yell. 

| rush to the sound and realize it's coming from the men's bathroom. Everyone is going in so | decided it would 
be okay if | went in it. | rush inside the disgustingly scented room. Blood spatters the white tile. The man | had 
been talking to is slumped against the wall. 


"He's... still alive, right?" | whimper. The bartender sounds from behind me. 

"Just barely from the looks of it. Someone, call ‘il 

| pull out my phone immediately and dial Ml. 

| take deep breathes and cling to the operators voice. 

"qll, what's your emergency?" 

"A man is hurt." | try so hard not to cry. "Please come." | cry. 

"M'am we need the address..." 

| give them the address and the operator sounds slightly mad. 

"You aren't drinking, are you m'am?" 

"I haven't even had my own damn beer! | gave it to my." What do I call hm?" Friend" 
The operator's voice automatically changes. 

"We should be there soon Is there anything else we can help you with tonight?" 

"No." | try to stay calm. Before | can take a deep breathe | scream, "Just get the FUCK over here, PLEASE." 
My heart thumps faster and faster as the operator hangs up. | walk over to my friend and slump right next 
to him. 

| see the pain in his face but he manages to turn his head to look at me. He smiles. 
"You're not bad." he says. 

"You are one with pure intentions." 

He continues. 

"Who stabbed you?" | fret. 

He shrugs. 


| have no fucking idea.. But | owe him a favor for doing it." 


Why is he thankful for that? 

"No, you really don't.. No one should fucking stab you. That shit isn't OKAY." | start out yelling but once | said 
isn't my voice cracked, 

lm fine.. But, question, what's your name?" 

| stare at him astonishment. 

| can't believe I'm getting asked what my name after the guy gets brutally stabbed and is barely on this 
Earth. 

"Skai." | manage to put the letters together and speak once more. 

"And yours?" | remain shaking. 

"Blake," he chokes out, laughing a bit. | hear the sirens and thank god silently that he's still breathing. My heart 
continues to skip a beat and when it does beat it pounds. 

"When they take me away, will you come?" he asks. | see his face sear in pain 

"Yes," | clear my throat. "Of course..” 

Why am I saying all of this? Why do | choose this time to be so shitty in opinions? A swarm of medics crowd 
around him and yell at people to stay back 

"M'am | will need you to back up please," one woman eyes. Her black hair is bundled into a bun and her eyes 
are creased. She scratches at her dark skin and waits until | give in and back up. 

"NO!" he screams, trying to grip at me. 

"Did that woman hurt you?" some of the medics ask. 

"No.. She's the only good one out of all of you." 

| can still see the pain in his face even though he's hysterical from all the pain "I need her with m-" he howls 
from the excruciating pain. The medics narrow their eyes and then their faces harden in annoyance. | slowly 
scoot forward. 

| was STABBED!" He yells. He throws his hands down in frustration 

"Get him inl" the medic | encountered earlier. | scoop him up in my arms but the medics looks extremely 
irritated with my actions so | hand him over. 

"Thanks for cooperating," one hisses at me. | follow closely behind. | seem him reach out for me. None of this 
makes sense.. He at first so was so sad and irritated with me.. Now Im the “only good one"? 

The cold air hits my face as the doors open It's raining pretty hard. They strap him into a gurney as | 
continue to follow and support this.. friend 

It's time for me to go. 

The medics know this as well. 

"M'am, | know you're concerned about this man but you can't go in." 

Before | can walk away he screams at the top of his lungs, "I NEED HER! SHE IS STAYING!" 

The medic groans from irritation 

"She can't go in" 

He laughs loudly and manages to sit up. 

What the fuck? | wonder. Despite all the yelling | sit right beside him. 

| feel so oddly attached to this stranger. 

He grabs my hand and grips it as he struggles too breathe. Tears fall down my cheeks. | squeeze his hand so | 
don't fall into tears. 

"HELP! HE CAN'T BREATHE!" 


| scream. Tears rush down my face. 


The medics don't mind my hand and give him CPR. 

"His-" 

| fade out after they say this. My vision gets blurry and all | hear is clambering over his state. | feel another 
tight squeeze and it brings me back to reality. He meets my gaze and smiles. He tugs me forward and tells me, 
"When | die, | want you to tell everyone /did this.. | don't want you to let it get to big.. And for my funeral, | 
want you there. | want no one to cry, to be sad. | want everyone to be happy and think about when | was 
happy. Don't let anyone cry. Don't let anyone be miserable like | am." He squeezes my hand one last time and | 
he stops breathing again. | squeeze his hand tighter and tighter. | hope this revives him with all my heart.. 
Dont him go! No one needs him yet! 

His grip loosens and | hear him mutter, 


"Good bye, lovely." 


The pep talk 


Author's Notes: 
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Tears are streaming down my face. Between sobs | hear my phone go off. | try to stop my grief from 
grabbing control of me, take a deep breathe and answer the phone. 

"Hey Skai." 

| wipe a tear from my eye. 

"Hey Eddie." My voice is still ragged and soaked in sorrow. My rugged black coach creaks as my dog hops on. 
"What's wrong?" he asks slowly. | suck in air and use my strength to say, "Nothing..." 

| can just imagine the look on Eddie's face. Disbelief. 

"Please tell me," | hear him chuckle softly. 

My insides glowing and decide to tell him. 

"If you weren't my friend | wouldn't be telling you this.. but.. last night | met someone." 

"You met someone?" 

"Not like that Eddie." 

"Ah" 

He makes me laugh a bit before laughing. 

"His name is Blake.. 

he was obviously depressed and." 

before | can continue on with my story a whimper of sorrow escapes me. | shut my eyes and push out the 
remains of the story. 

"He was stabbed.. By who, | have no FUCKING idea.. But for some reason someone did this.. And he wanted me 
to stick by him until the end.. | did He clenched my hand whenever he lost breathe.. And when he died.. | just 
couldn't take it anymore.. All | could think about was | COULD HAVE STOPPED THIS!" 

| end up screaming and throwing punches at myself, my own words putting me in agony. 

Eddie inhaled deeply. 

"I know you're in pain, but you couldn't do anything about it. People are insane. People are fucking crazy. | hate 
to hear this happened but it's really not your fault. You don't need to think it is. You're taking blame for his 
death. You can't do this to yourself” 

| repeat every word he says in my brain. 

Blake died in such a shameful way.. Was he happy, though? He seemed to enjoy my company.. 

"Do you think he was.. happy? You know, before he died?" 

| question. | realize now | sound like when | was little kid after | had lost my great grandmother. 

"He wanted you by his side, right? Did he smile?" 

"Yes." 

"He was happy." 

Eddie put it so simple. | wish my brain worked like that. Turning anything horrific into just a con that had so 


many pros to it as well. | was so thankful for someone like Eddie. 


"Thank you so much Ed.. Damn you're gonna make me cry again." 
He chuckled again. 


"Fucking stop it," | smiled as | got my last cry out and wipe my eyes. 
"Well, | should go." | tell him. 


"Okay, but | need you to meet me at my house tomorrow, okay?" 


| laughed awkwardly and softly answered, "Okay." Before hanging up. 


Meet my friends 
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| stand out on the balcony of my apartment, stretching my arms. | sip from my coffee. 

Blaah. This is nasty. 

| head back into my apartment, still groggy. Ugh what do | need to do today? 

Before | can continue my conquest for laziness | check my phone. Eddie texted me. 

"You coming? 

Oh yeah.. Forgot about that. | shut my phone and stick it in my pocket. | throw on a Jimi Hendrix sweatshirt, 


black sweatpants and my X-men shoes and walk out the door. 


At Eddie's house 

| knock on Eddie's door. Why does it look so beaten up? 

Eddie opens the door and is already to go. 

‘Oh, before we leave, want some coffee?" he asks. | shake my head no, then respond, 

"| hate that stuff." 

He stares at me like l'm an alien before shutting his door behind him and locking it. We head to the car where 
he drives me somewhere. 


At some unknown location 

"So, remember when you said you liked Green River?" 

Eddie's hands cover my eyes as he leads me into an obnoxiously loud- wait, do | smell beer? "Where are you 
taking me?" | laugh. "| want you to meet someone.” He uncovers my eyes and | see Jeff Ament before my 
eyes. "OH MY GOD!" | scream excitedly. A couple turn their head to see me screaming and jumping with 
excitement. Eddie is sitting there laughing hysterically while Jeff just smiles and waves awkwardly. 

As soon as | calm myself down | manage to lift my hand for a handshake. 

"Hi, um, | am Skai." | introduce myself awkwardly. A voice behind me decided to introduce themselves as well. 
| knew you weren't talk to me, but," 

the man is staring needles into my back so | turn around. 

"My name is Layne." He puts his hand out for a shake. | give him my firmest handshake and sit down between 
Jeff and my newly found friend, Layne. His blonde dread-locked hair swings a bit to the right to look at Jeff. 
"Wait, is that Jeff AMENT? From Green River?" Layne asks excitedly. | nod and grin 

| sling my arm around Layne and look at Jeff. 


"We are the Green River team," | tell him. 


Jeff shakes his head and says, 

"ll have to talk with Stone about that" 

Eddie is sitting there still, smiling like a maniac. | remove my arm from around Layne who is blushing and laugh 
at Eddie. 

"What are you smiling about?" 

"Oh me?" Eddie asks. 

"Nothing." 

"Whatever this is, | don't understand shit" Jeff jokes. Everyone nods. 

"How about a beer?" Layne asks. 

Eddie and | stay silent but Jeff shoves his fists in the air shouting, "Hell yeah | want a beer!" 

We spend a while talking until we come across something. 

"Why are we drinking beer at I2 in the afternoon?" | ask, putting my beer in front of my face, shaking it slowly 
back and forth before taking another gulp. 

"Because beer is for anytime of day," Eddie answers. 

| stand up and look at Layne before staring at everybody. 

"Well, Jeff, Layne, Eddie, | think | should get going.’ 

‘Forgetting something?" Eddie asks before shaking his keys in the air. 

"Ah, yes. | guess I'm here for a little longer. One more won't hurt | guess." | turn to order one last and final 
beer but Layne taps on my shoulder. 

"Skai, | can just drive you.. | mean if you'd like. It's not a big deal.” 

| shrug. 

"If you're okay with it” 

| look to Eddie to see his reaction. He is staring at his phone. 

Buzz. 

Eddie: 


Hl drive your car over. 


You: 
Thanks Ed haha. 


| shut the phone and look at Layne who's face is burning. 
"Sure, let's go.. Nice meeting you Jeff" Me and Layne walked out of the bar, the smell of beer still stuck in my 
nostrils. 

"Mind if | have a smoke?" he asks. 

| shake my head. 

"| don't care." 

Ah this is already getting awkward 

"So, how'd you and Ed meet?" he breaks the ice. 

| honestly don't remember.. why?" 

| answer. 

Layne coughs before shooting back defensively, "No reason." 
"Well," 


| try to volunteer in the one-sided conversation. 


"Crazy we met Jeff, right?" 

Layne laughs and nods. 

"Crazy as shit." 

He takes a puff of his cigarette and blows. 

He throws it at the ground and stomps it out. He leads me to his pitch black car and slings the door open 
"Why thank you, sir," | joke. 

"Why you are welcome madam." he shoots back. 

Layne sweeps into the drivers seat and backs out of the parking lot. 

| tell him where | live and he nods slowly, processing it in his mind. 

"Alright" 

As soon as we are on the road he turns on the radio. Makes sense. 

| really like this guy; | wonder if he'll ever want to hang out sometime. 

"Hey, um, can | ask you a question?" 

| ask nervously. 

As we U-turn he curves his head around his seat and answers, 

"Yeah sure, what is it?" 

"Can | have your number?" 

His face is turning red. 

"Yeah, sure." he plays it off and then focuses on the road. 

The rest of the ride is silent. All that happens is us shooting looks at each other discreetly. 

As soon as he pulls into my apartments, | point out my section 

"So this is it?" he asks. 

"Yep." 

He jumps out of the car and opens my car door. 

"You really don't have to-" 

"| do. Do you have a paper and pen?" 

‘In my house, yeah." 

"Mind if | come up?" 

"Nope." 

He stops the car before locking it and walking upstairs with me to my apartment. | use my spare house key 
under my scratchy mat and open the door. | let him in first before shutting the door behind us. 

"So." 

"So." 

"Ah, paper and pen. Thats right" | turn to go to my kitchen and rip a piece of paper from a clean white 
drawing pad. | look for pens, and reach into my Jimi Hendrix sweatshirt and find one. | hand the supplies to him 
and he writes his number. 

"Well, it was nice meeting you.. Hope to see you again soon" 

He smiles. 

"You too." He goes in for a hug. Grateful, | hug back and face an awkward moment where our noses almost 
touch. We both jerk back. 

"IIl see you- later?" 

He nods and waits for me to open the door. 


"Oh- yeah! That" | smirk at him to see if | can get anymore grins out of him. He knows it's just as awkward as 


| know it is. 
| open the door and he waits a second, looks back at me and heads on. 
As soon as | shut the door, a million thoughts zoom through my head. 


Why do | have to be so goddamn awkward?! 


Date night 
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For the rest of the day, | kneel on the ground writing lyrics about what had happened. 
Earlier Eddie had dropped off my keys and my car and | had to drive him home, then back to my house. 
İt sounds weird when | say it, huh? 

My phone starts to go off. 

Who is calling me at 10:30 pm? 

Its Layne. 

My cheeks burn like a hot stove. | pick up at the last ring. 

"Hello?" 

| answer. 

"Hey... Skai.." 

He coughs to try to fill in the gaps that are filled with silence. 
"So.. why'd you call?" 

Damn! Stop acting like a jackass! 

Um" 

he sounds taken back from my hostility. 

"If you don't want to talk." 

he trails off, sounding disappointed. 

"Nonono, I'm totally cool with it.. Sorry about that.. So, what's up?" 
| try to play it off, like it never happened. 

Its awkward for a couple seconds before he says, 

"Wanna hang out?" 

| laugh loudly. 

Í love how he asks me like we're in lOth grade.. 


| look at the clock before mentioning the time. 


"Eh, that's pretty early.” 

he says, trying to persuade me. 

| nod before realizing, he can't see me. 

“Sure. Where?" 

After | ask, | hear him let out a quiet, 

“Ummmmmmmmm.. 

"How about that bar we met at?" 

A lifeless body flies into my mind. 

Thats right.. That's where Blake.. 

"Um, how about my place? | got beer.” 

| offer. 

He chuckles a bit and says, 

"Sounds like a date." 

My place is a hot mess.. Eh, whatever. 

So am | though.. | should go get dressed. 

‘Okay, but mom says no boys over so you have to be quiet," | joke. He laughs dryly once more and quietly 
wishes me goodbye. After he hangs up | think to myself for a second. 

Damn, | need fo work on my jokes.. | stand up from kneeling and walk into my room. My walls are white with 
quite a few chips. | turn my attention to my closet where | pick out what to wear. | select a Green River t- 
shirt and black pants. | brush my dirty blonde hair and give myself a little pep talk in the mirror. | end up 
saying things like, 

"Don't do that weird clicking thing with your tongue when it gets awkward, your making it worse!" 

or 

"Don't drink all the beer! You do that every time!" 

Once my pep-talk is over, | had listed just about enough bad habits that | had to the point where | heard 
someone knock on the door. 

"Coming!" | yell, throwing everything | had down. This meant my brush and for me to stop wagging my finger. | 
sprint to the door excitedly and open it. Layne stands there with a record. A Green River record. 

Its silent for a moment before he questions, 

"Why are you out of breathe?" 

| don't even answer because you can't tell someone, / was giving myself a pep-talk cause | like to drink all the 
beer and get drunk on dates which isnt really okay.. But then | was wagging my finger at myself, and- 

"Mind if | come in?" he asks awkwardly. 

"Hmm? Oh, yes, sorry.." | laugh nervously and move to the side so he can pass me by before | shut the door. 
He looks around, this time actually admiring the interior of my apartment. 

"Nice." he mutters under his breathe. Layne stops looking around and instead looks at me, and hands me a 
bottle of beer. 

"Oh, thanks. I'll put it in the fridge." / think | need that pep-talk again.. | walk into my kitchen and open my now a 
bit yellowed fridge. The apartment complex | lived in was actually fairly old, but | didn't give two shits. | stuck 
the beer in the fridge, and while | backed up to shut the fridge door | bump into- Layne? Great, now I look lke 
a klutz. Not saying Im not one, but. 

‘Shit... Sorry!" he apologizes. 

| can't even speak to accept his apology. Once | get process what just happened through my mind | mutter, "It's 


okay.. Don't worry about it." He nods in relief and hands me the record. "Want to listen? | see you got the shirt 
for it" 

| nod excitedly and run to my record player and slip the record onto the turntable. | set the speed then sit on 
my couch. Layne follows, shyly smirking. 

He really likes to smile.. 

| sit with my knees below my chin, crossed. 

He sits on the other end, putting his hands behind his head, stretching out his legs. 

‘Its nice to just.. relax, you know?" He mentions. 

He, very discreetly, scoots a bit closer to me. | become wary almost instantly though, and try and fight what 
this might become. 

"Yeah.. Especially listening to this record.. | love it" 

| reply, pushing any romance aside. 

Thats for saps! | shout at myself. 

"Me too.. So, what do people usually do on the first date?" 

After he says this, | know exactly what To say. 

"Well, considering we're gonna drink beer, listen to kick-ass music and possible more, | think we're not on a 
‘normal date." 

He nods in agreement as | say this a grins. 

‘| meant that cheesy stuff about like.. getting to know you. Like, what's your favorite color?" 

Í think | lke this abnormal date though.. 

"Dark blue. What do you want to be? Further in life, | mean. 

He doesn't even wait for a second before answering. 

I'm already doing it. lim the lead singer for Alice in Chains." 

"That's sick!" | exclaim. 

His cheeks turn pink again He scoots a little closer again. 

"| should come to a gig sometime!" | add, surprised by such a amazing fact. | knew there was something.. | 
don't know the right term, but band-ish about him.. 

Layne scoots a little closer, once more. 

"You can if you want," he says this a lot softer. He seems pretty shy. Now he has his arm around me on the 
couch, staring into my eyes as our conversation continues. 

"God | could kiss youl” 

As soon as the words come out of my mouth | regret saying it. 

Layne scoots a lot closer and repeats himself from before. "You can if you want." 

| look down at the ground and back at him before leaning in. As soon as our lips lock | feel like every doubt has 
been washed away. | can taste the little bit of acohol on his lips. Wait, what are you doing? Stop! | stop myself, 
and pull back. 

‘lam so sorry about that." my apology seems so frantic, like these are my dying words. 

"No, it's fine.. It's getting late though. | had a great time tonight though." 

He stands up and heads back to the door and waits for me to join him. | reluctantly open the door. He sighs 
and leans in, giving me another kiss. This time it's with more hunger, but | can tell that he's trying to fight it 
back. It's passionate and hungry.. He fights for more but we both stop and look at each other before he waves 
me goodbye. 


As soon as | see him walk down the apartment stairs | curse at myself for being so stupid. 


| shut the door and lean against it. 

Now | seem like a slit.. But he was trying wasnt he? | wasn't the only one.. | notice my exhaustion and decide it's 
time to go to bed. 

Before | let myself fall asleep | add silently, don’t let anyone else know about this.. ever. 


The Aftermath 


Author's Notes: 

Before | get any messages saying that the type of fanfic is wrong, it's not het. 

Obviously not slash; it is seemingly het in the last chapter but there will be more "gen-like” material in the 
future.. 

If | made any sense haha. 

By the way, thanks for reading guys <3 Means a lot, | thought I'd get absolutely no attention or appreciation 
on this but the people here are pretty awesome :D | come from doing video game and book fanfics so this is 


one of the coolest experiences ever. 


PS For some reason the italics go throughout the story and it's really bugging me, so I'll add a part 2. 
Hopefully this gets fixed. It only does it a paragraph after the last text Layne sends.. Ugh. Sorry about that! 


l'm already up, but | don't want to actually get up or do anything. | can't stop thinking about what happened 
last night.. 

/ was too much, wasn't |? | couldn't help it though. Damn | think | ruined it 

| reach for my phone which is on my nightstand next to my bed. Once | grab my phone, open it up and see if | 
got any texts. 

Nothing. | did ruin it, didn't I? Damn it, | think | was starting to like this girl too.. | gave in, and decided to text her. 
"Good morning! 

| rub my eyes to try and distract myself from getting anxious. My phone goes off a minute after. 

"Morning. Sorry about last night 

Shit! | made her feel bad.. 

| try and think the next thing | say carefully, I've already made her feel bad about what happened. 

"No, its really alright. | had fun. | want to try it again sometime: 

| get up to get a glass of water, but | stick my phone into my sweatpants. My kitchen is dirty, full of dirty 
dishes and wrappers are everywhere. Eh, / have more important things to do.. | think as | reach into my cabinet 
for a glass. There's about 3 clean glasses in there. | take one and put it under the tap. turn on the cold water 
and wait for it to fill. Once it's full, | turn off the water and my phone goes off. 

"/ would too. | was pretty sure | ruined if" 

| let out a sigh of relief. | really thought | had fucked this up.. 

"All of it? Cause the end was pretty nice." 

Almost instantly | get a reply back. 

"Well of course, but | was thinking maybe not just that." 

Ís she serious? 

My heart continues to skip a beat. | think | really like this girl. 

"Hmm.. Sounds good. How about tonight, this time at my place?" 

"Well. You got the beer” 


"OF course." 


"Then, ld love to" 

"See you tonight, at 87 

"Sounds good See you then" 

Holy shit! | don’t even need Jerry has a wingman! But | already got the girl now | need to touch-up the place.. 
Jesus christ.. 

Well, | already have two cups.. That's enough right? No, | need those fancy wine glasses. Wait, | don't think 
she's into wine.. No, I'm thinking champagne glasses. Those are good. Yeah, I'll buy those. Then, wait, is she 
eating here? | can't fucking cook.. Wait, she's coming over at 8? Who eats at 8? Well | can make her a peanut 
butter sandwich.. Does she like strawberry jelly? Fuck. | can't just ask her, it'll sound really wrong. 

I+ will not sound like what | mean it to be. Okay, next.. What do people do on second dates? Um, TV! Yes! MTV. | 
will watch that shit.. Okay, so we got dinner and entertainment, the affer party and beer. Perfect! 

My phone buzzes and rings. 

l'm getting a call from.. Hmm, Skai. 

"Hey... Skai." 

What do I call her? | dont wanna call her babe or something.. Thats cliche. But her name sounds so.. right on my 
Ips. But weird at the same time. And Im not just gonna avoid calling her anything altogether. IFI sound lke | forgot 
her name. 

"Hey Layne. So, Eddie and Jeff want to meet up with us. You up for that?" 

Shit.. | can't just say no. Hl sound like an ass 

"Yeah, sure. But this ‘date’ is still happening, right?" 

She is silent for a couple moments. 

"Um.. Well, | think so. | mean, I'm pretty sure, but.. Yeah. l'm a super stoked for tonight, don't get me wrong." 
At least she seems excited? 

"Is it possible that we can.. reschedule? Cause | have everything.. perfect 

| hear her laugh on the other line. 

"We. Don't make us a 40 year old married couple just yet 

Shit! Did I just say that? 

"Um." 

| stutter. 

She softly laughs again. | can just see a smirk on her lips. 

"IFs okay, Layne. I'm just kidding. Well, | can ask to see if we can reschedule. I'll text you what they say. See ya 
later." she waits for me to say something, then hangs up the phone. Then it occurs to me. / just ruined my 
chances for a friendshp with Eddie.. He seems like a cool guy. | don't wanna jeopardize anything like that. He'll 
forgive me, won't he? He seems like a good guy. 

| go and change out of my sweatpants and throw on all black to distract me. When l'm all done changing, | get a 
text. 

Its from Jerry. 

"Hey, why aren't you at practice? Youre kind of our lead singer.. Shouldn't you be here?” 

Fuck. No one wants me and Skai to have a second date.. 

"Shit. Um, how much longer do we have?" 

"You have I0 minutes" 

10 minutes? Who does Jerry think | am? Not fucking Superman, that's for damn sure. 

‘Why didn't you tell me sooner?" 


‘Because we thought maybe you were running a little late. Well, | did Everyone else expected you weren't gonna 
show up.. Eddie told us you and some chick hung out.." 

| couldnt help but laugh at this 

‘We did, and but that's not the reason.. Okay, maybe it is but still. Sorry guys. HI be back tomorrow. | swear." 

| lean on my kitchen counter and sp at my water. | look around and wait for a reply back. Once | check, | look up 
at the time. Its 430 | was up all of last night.. 

Oh well. So far, everyone has been interrupting Im so fired.. | should nap. | wanna be fully rested for tonight. 

7:53 pm 

lift my head from the arm of my red couch | grab my phone and check the time. It's 153. Shit, Im gonna be 
late. | fix my hair really quick and run out the door to get there. 


| knock on the door once, and | don't hear anything for a couple seconds so | knock one more time. Still nothing. 
Then | knock on the door about 8 times until Skai opens the door. 

She's beautiful. 

She has her dark, dirty blonde hair evenly split on her shoulders. She wears another band shirt, this time for 
Van Halen. She wears black pants and tied black boots. 

"Hello?" she says, waving her hand in front of my face. 

"Oh, yeah. Hi." | say, still astonished by the way she looks. 

| was getting ready to go over there." she tells me, surprised by my appearance. 

‘Oh, sorry.. | thought I'd pick you up, you know? Just seems.. better." 

Skai blushes, and nods. | reach for her hand and lead her to the car. | open the car door and let her head in 
herself before shutting it. | walk around to my car door and open it, sit down in my leather seats and shut the 
door. Her face is beet red, and she stares me in the eye. Once | meet her gaze, her blush deepens. She 
manages to look away and stare at the foliage outside the window. 

‘Its beautiful outside." she says, her fingers toughing the window. As | start up the car, | stare at her. 

| cant believe | got... her. 

As | back out of the parking lot, | hear her mutter to herself. | ignore it, but | can make out her saying, 
"Don't drink all the beer." and that's it. Why? | have no idea. | keep driving until we get to my home. She 
occasionally glances at me, admires me then looks back at the window. 

"l'm really happy we made this work." she says, smiling contently. It's so dark anymore, even though it's 
Summer. A couple of rain drops drift from the sky and onto my windows. As | get closer and closer, the rain 
gets harder and harder. As soon as we reach my home, it's pouring. | hold up my hand to signal for her to 
wait before opening the door. | climb out of the car and shut the door behind me before opening her door. 
After she unbuckles, she stares up at the night sky. 

"Let's gol" she exclaims, giggling. She runs with me to the door to get out of the rain She beats me to the 
door so | toss her the keys. She figures out which key it is, then opens the door. Once | catch up | run 
through the door and put my fists in the air, yelling, "I did it! Hell yeah!" 

She laughs and slams the door close. She veers closer to me for a second, then spins around to look at the 
inside. 

‘Its pretty nice here. Mind if | crash here?" she jokes. The worst part of it all, | can't understand if it's a joke 


or not. 

If you need too." | try to play it off, but | planned on her crashing here anyways.. But I'm not gonna tell her 
that though. 

She softly laughs and smiles. 

"| just might." 

Oh dear jesus. 

| cough and try to hold myself back for now. She drifts around, looking at everything in my home. She looks 
around before reaching the bedroom. | swallow hard and try to keep myself calm. Only my mind is staying 
calm... 

She sits down on my bed, staring at the ceiling and notices me standing in the doorway. 

‘Sorry... she says, biting her lip. 

She crosses her legs, smirking at me. | almost choke as | veer closer, ready to go for it. As soon as l'm in 
arms length, she pulls me to her and she locks lips with me almost instantly. My eyes are first open, but | 
close them and give in. Each kiss is passionate, but not slow. She becomes more and more hungry, begging for 
more. As soon as | feel her wince | hear the doorbell. She pulls back and nods her head to the door. | sigh and 
back up and head to the door. | look to see who it is. Perfect. Just what | needed Jeff and Eddie.. | open the 
door and play on a fake smile. 

"Hey. guys. I'm kind of busy right now." 

| wince. Eddie and Jeff look at each other, smiling. 

"Skai must be over.." 

Jeff announces. Once Eddie hears it, | see his pupils enlarge. He tries so hard to shake off what Jeff says. 
"She's bad news." Eddie says, swallowing hard. 

"What?" Layne says, staring at the hallway. Then | start laughing. Jeff looks at Eddie, confused. 

"No, Eddie came here to say something else." he jerks Eddie in the side, but Eddie continues on. 

"No, that was it.. Just, don't go for it. Please." Eddie says this with the utmost pleading in his voice. 

"l- why?" I'm skeptical. Why would Eddie even care? He was hinting at it earlier.. 

"Just don't. She'll break you. She's." a thunderbolt of inspiration comes to him. 

"She said she was gonna hurt you.. She likes to sleep around. To cheat 

l'm stunned. | can't breathe. / started fo fall for this woman! My head spins. | nod slowly and hug Eddie gingerly. 
"Thank you for telling me man.. You're a life saver." 

| can hear Eddie let out an exasperated sigh before adding, "No problem, man" He pats my back and nods me 
off. He walks back into the pouring rain 

Layne, you know what you have to do now.. A part of my brain keeps fighting the idea that Skai is a dirty slut. 
| sigh. | walk into my room to see Skai's head in her hands, crying. Concern wells up inside me. 

"You alright?" 

she shakes her head, looking up at me. Her eyes are puffy and tears are scattered along her face. | try to sit 
next to her, but she pushes me away. 

"You bought that?" she cries, glaring at me. Oh my god.. She heard everything. 

ue 

| try to play it off, and not let her know that | knew her lie. 

"You... l.. Well, what was | supposed to think?" | notice | spit my words. 

"I thought you actually fked mel | thought, maybe Layne's using you.. But | NEVER let it get to me. And the 
fact that you believe Eddie more then me." 


she can't hold back a scream either. 

"Drive me back to my fucking house." she hisses. 

"Then why'd you keep going at me? You kissed me! | WENT with it.. YOU started this! Eddie was right!" | yell, 
trying so hard to keep this all under control. 

"DRIVE ME FUCKING HOME!" she screams, rage entirely taken over her. She bites her tongue to keep back the 
tears. 

"And you know why | did that? Because it seemed like you wanted to.. | actually.. | saw a future with you.. | 
LIKED youl | thought maybe this would be good for me.. Until you listened to Eddie! God! You're a fucking DICK!" 
She storms off, stomping down the hallway to the door. 

"Ill walk home." she hisses to herself. 

"Thanks Layne, | had fun" she tells me sarcastically. My whole world is being chipped away. 

"| can't believe Eddie was saying that." she shakes her head, tears falling down her cheeks. 

"No, wait!" | yell. She simply glares at me. | get close enough to her to stop her, but she shoves me away. She 
throws open the door and walks down the stairs. The rain is still pouring down. There's no way in hell Im helping 
her. 

Once she gets down the stairs, she backs up and sits on the last step. She sobs quietly, her hand covering her 
mouth. She keeps muttering, "Blake, why can't you be alive?" 


| slam the door shut. /m so tired of all this shit. 


The Aftermath of The Aftermath 
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| sit at Layne's steps, hoping he would come out and apologize. It was pouring down rain and | would kill for 
some hot chocolate. | bring my phone out of my pocket and decide to call Eddie. 

/ want to know the the hell that was about. 

"Hello?" he says. 

"Why did you do that?" | spit. My anger grows as he sits in silence. 

"l. | can't tell you." he replies nervously. 

"Yes, you can. And you will." 

"Skai, | won't and | can't. It'll ruin our friendship..." 

‘Its already been ruined, Eddiel" | exclaim back. All | can imagine is Eddie running his fingers through his hair, 
biting his lip. 

"| swear, | didn't mean to.. It's just.. l. | like you." 

The words repeated in my head until | finally was able to understand. 

"You, lke me?" My heart is beating out of my chest. | used to like him.. | really did. But not in the friendly way, 
like | used to love him. He rejected me and | moved on. But now | didn't feel that way. | hate to sound cliche but 
| ‘like Layne now. | think. But honestly | am so lost with all of this. Blake, then Layne, then possibly Eddie? | can't 
like Eddie. | don't. | know | don't. 

"Eddie, that's.. really sweet, but | don't feel that way. Please, just leave my love life alone.. | really care for you 
as a person and | don't want to lose you because | don't feel the same way about you..” 

| hear Eddie sigh heavily, and he gathers all of his thoughts and pulls together two sentences. 

"| like you, alot. And I'm really sorry | said all of those things.’ 

he hangs up. 

He hangs up on me.. | expected this whole thing to be angry arguments. | decide to talk to Layne. | let out a 
exasperated sigh and climb up the stairs. | knock three times and wait. 

"Coming!" | hear Layne yell, running to the door. He opens it in a rush and narrows his eyes when he sees me. 
"I thought you were walking home." 

he hisses. | can't think of what to say so | just hug him tight. He doesn’t hug back until | tell him what 
happened. He then hugs me and holds me close. 

This is all | need, | think. | feel so safe, resting in his arms. He continues to hold me and stroke my hair. 

‘lm so sorry," he says. "Want me to drive you home?" he asks. | shake my head. "Mind if | stay here? | won't 
try anything." | promise. He shrugs and smiles. 

“Sure. | wouldn't care if you tried anything though." 

| laugh and then realize he's serious. So | slightly pull away from the hug and tug at his shirt. 

"Not yet," | tell him before he looks to his room. "I'll sleep on the couch then 


| shake my head. "No, we can both sleep in there. Just.. don't try anything." 

He smiles and holds my hand. "No promises." He guides me to the room and lets go of my hand. | sit down and 
look at Layne who is already laying down, staring at me. 

"You're perfect." he says, smiling. 

"What?" | laugh lightly, and slide next to him. 

"Nothing," he says, regretting ever saying anything. | lay on my side and he grips me tight. A couple minutes 
fly by and my eyes are still open All my thoughts run free before | can sleep. | turn onto my back and stare 
up at the ceiling. He loosens his grip and turns onto his back as well, reaching for my hand. | let him find my 
hand on his own, and he grips it tightly. 

"You okay?" he asks, his eyes flinging open 

| stare at him, content. 

"l'm fine. Just confused, that's all." 

He turns on his side to face me, his eyes staring into mine. 

‘| can understand.. This girl | used to know, her name is Demri.. she said she loved me yesterday." 

My heart starts to thud outside of my chest. /m sharing him? 

"What did you say?" 

"| said the same thing you said to Eddie. | chose you." 

Disbelief fluttered around my brain 

"You've known me for what, two days now?" 

"Seeing as it's about | in the morning, practically three." 

“Smart ass," | laugh, giving his hand a quick squeeze. | was smitten. The fact that he listened to my apology and 
just.. forgave me. That doesn't happen often. | can see a smile play on his face, even in the dark. 

Gaaah | think Im in love. 

Quickly he rushes over to give me a kiss. First it's simplistic until he let's me in. I's passionate and slow. It's 
rice and blissful.. Our tongues fight and | feel him moan against my teeth. 

| almost do the same but | fight it and continue to just.. kiss | guess. | don't want to rush him or do this right 
now. He does. 

| feel him try to climb on top of me but | discreetly shove him off. | just keep kissing him, hoping it never 
ends. He tries to move his lips down to my neck but | make him move. 

Our fingers are still intertwined and he keeps trying to start something it isn't. | know he's bundled with 
emotions so | decide to let it be. Let it happen. But not anything too.. serious, rough. 

I'm kind of tired but he seems so stressed, like he needs this. He moves down to my neck and | shiver, gripping 
him tight. He slips off my shirt, and lets me heave forward. 

My legs are intertwined around him and | let him kiss me. | decide to lunge in and kiss him softly on the neck 
as he takes a break kissing me. He shivers against me and it makes me giggle against my teeth. | take a quick 
break and throw his shirt off, as it falls to the floor. He tugs at my waist and | giggle. 

| topple onto him and we engage in another kiss. He moves his legs and let's me throw the kiss at him. | try to 
kiss him as slowly as the first time but he is hungry. He goes for more and more. | let out a little moan and 
let it be over. 

| shove myself off and decide it's done. | lay down and clench the covers tight to my chest. Layne looks at me, 
just as smitten as | am. | make sure he's done and shut my eyes. 


| can hear our breathes come to the same pattern and let it force me to sleep. 


Just say it 
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| feel a cold finger on my lips. 


"Good morning," Layne says, smiling. 


He is already dressed and staring at me, still grinning. 


He is standing up, right by my bedside. 
| giggle and ask, 


"how long have you been there?" 


He shakes his head and replies, "Now that, sweet lady, is a secret." | shove myself upwards and twiddle my 


thumbs, trying to get over the everlasting silence. 

He leans over me, and | try and hide my face through my bangs, because my face is dark red. 

"| like you," he says, completely seriousness in 

his eyes. | put my arms around his neck and pull his lips to mine. | don't kiss him though, | just make sure I'm 
close enough. 

‘| like you, too." 

His face darkens but he looks betrayed. 

"No, | ke you." 


| repeat what | said before, and emphasize the word "like" just like he did. He looks kind of sad, and pulls away. 


"l." lm stunned that he is taking this so 
horribly. | thought it was really going well. 


Layne, [-" 


He shakes his head and plans on a fake smile. 


"IFs okay.” 


He looks down at his pockets and grabs his phone. He notices a missed call and heads out onto the stairs of the 
apartment, not even saying a word. | was lost, but | decide to get all of my stuff. 

What did | bring.. 

| move to the living room and notice the window is cracked open the slightest. | sit by the door, listening. 


"Layne | miss you." 
| hear a female voice on the other side. My eyes water up and | feel guilty for listening. 
"Demri, you need to stop calling." 


"Why? Do you have another whore over?" Demri replied irritably. My eyes are tearing up, and | clench my fist 
tight. 


"Demri.. | don't feel the same about you that you feel about me. | am sorry." 

| hear Layne say. | smile in relief. 

| hurry to get rid of any tears that had built in my eyes and stand up. | wait for Layne to open his door and 
come back inside, excitement building up inside of me. 


He doesn't open the door for a while, though. Instead | hear him yell at the top of his lungs. 


"Layne!" | exclaim. | slam the door open, then shut. | run down the stairs to see Layne standing in front of a 


girl who is obviously angry; she stares at me as | stand right by Layne. 

"Skai-" he starts but | shake my head. He raises his eyebrows and glances at the woman. 

My legs are shaking violently as | approach the infuriated woman. The woman puts her hand out for me to 
shake, and | go for it. She grips my wrist tight and greets me. | jerk out of it and narrow my eyes. 

She had short brown hair and blue eyes. It's cut perfectly and straight, but she wears a strapless shirt with 
a skull on it. 

"Can | help you?" | blurt out, standing in front of Layne, still turned to the crazy woman, 

"Um, who are you?" she says, glaring at me. 

"None of your goddamn business." 

Layne stares at me, biting his lip nervously. He tries to get in front of me, but | don't let him. 

"Who is this?" the woman says, pointing to me, glaring at Layne. Layne grabs me by the shoulders and pulls me 


back. He walks up to the woman. 


She waits for an explanation 


"This," he points to me. "This is Skai. She is my girlfriend.” 


The woman looks hurt and blurts out, "what about Demri?" 


Layne pauses after the question before exchanging a glance with me. 


"| don't love Demri. | love Skai." 

My heart stops. 

The whole world comes to a pause. 

He loves me. 

He LOVES me. 

That's why he has been acted weird when | said, "I lke you." 
| run up and hug him. 

"And | love him too." 


The girls' knees look weak and she swallows hard. 


"Time to talk to Demri, then." the woman throws herself into the car. 


She drives away and | can see her crying. 


"| love you." Layne says, holding me close. My head rests on his chest and | feel like I'm on top of the world. 


He pulls away and waits for me to say something back. 

"| love you too." 

The rain from yesterday still goes on. The shivering cold is being warmed by his touch. 

| really did love him. 

It wasn't just three words. It was how | felt. | longed to stay in his arms. He sways gently back and forth and 


combs my hair behind my ear. 


"Let's go." He holds my hand and we slowly walk up the stairs in complete bliss. | was so happy, | was above 


the clouds. 


"lm sorry that | seem so.. forward. Blunt." 


Layne says, shaking his head. 


"No-no, its okay. I'm actually glad you said something. It makes me feel better about it" | tell him, rubbing my 
thumb in circles on his hand as he opens the door quietly. 


He sits on the couch and is silent. 


| can see his face wrinkle up as he thinks. 
"| guess | need to drive you home?" Layne sighs, getting up from the couch. | shrug. 


"You don't need too. | don't mind staying." 


As soon as | say this he points at me and smirks. 

"You want me." he grins. 

"Shut up," | retort, my face dark. He gently shoves me and gives me the look of death. 
"Stop!" | giggle. 

"Never mind. Take me home now." | laugh jokingly. 

"That's not an option anymore," he replies, kissing me gently on my forehead. 

"Fuck you." | laugh. He walks into the kitchen and points at the plates. 

"You hungry?" he questions. | shrug and decide | could eat. 

"A little bit" | smile and follow him as he gets everything out for pancakes. 

"Hell yeah! Pancakes!" | exclaim, hugging him. 

"This time | REALLY mean it. | love you." 

| watch eagerly as he prepares pancakes and tap my foot as | wait. It seems to annoy him so | stop and wrap 
my arms around his waist. | rest my head just barely on his shoulder. 


He continues to make the pancakes and throws in some chocolate chips. | kiss him gently as a thanks. 


"Wanna eat on the couch?" Layne asks, finishing up his pancakes. 
| nod and point at the couch. 


"Sit. I'l serve." | say, practically demanding. He smirks and heads to the couch. 
"How many you want?" | question, throwing my head back to look at him. 

"| made eight, right?" he asks. 

| nod. 

"Okay, then how many are you eating?" he asks me, narrowing his eyes. 
"Probably two." 

"IIl have six." 


My jaw gapes open, but then | just shrug and put six on a pale blue chipped plate. | put two on mine and pour 


him a glass of milk, then one for me. | serve him first. He graciously takes it and stabs his fork into two 


pancakes. | watch him and start laughing as he tries to eat two whole pancakes at once. 
| grab my plate and milk to sit on the couch with Layne. 


| love him so much. 


Why? 
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Me and Layne finished our pancakes and were just smiling at each other. | decide to fall into his lap and he 


leans down to kiss me. 

‘I'm so happy." Layne bluntly states. 

| shoot him a quick confused look and lay on my back so | can look up at him. 

"Why?" My right eyebrow raises in question. 

"Because | have you," he says, kissing my cheek. | hug him and smile before pulling away. 
"Me too." | answer back, completely smitten 

"Well, what do you want to do?" Layne asks, before looking at his phone. 

"You got plans?" | ask, staring down at his phone. 

"We have band practice again." he groans, sitting up fully. 

"Sorry! 

| shrug it off and sit up. 

‘It's okay, | don't care. You gotta do what you gotta do." | reply back, stretching my arms and yawning, 
Layne still sits still, pondering. He looks at me, then the phone. 

"You know what, you should come to practice." he suggests, dreading the drive home. 


| think about it. 
What if | annoy his other band mates? | wouldn't want to screw that up for him. Or them. And plus, he needs 
some time alone with the guys. Right? 


| don't know.." | bite my lip and wait. 


Layne looks down at his feet, looking sad. Mopey. 
| can't stand to see him like this. 
"Okay, fine." | smile and hug him, my arms tied behind his neck. He squeezes me tight and checks his phone. 


"We have to be there at I2" he announces, proudly smirking at me. | peck at his lips and then get up fully to 
stretch. | yawn in the process and groan. 


"What time is it?" | ask 

"1:33" 

| nod respectively and run my fingers through my hair. 

Ugh | need to brush it 

My eyes zip around to see my phone sitting on the cabinet in the kitchen as | get a call. | ninja jump off of the 
couch and go to pick it up. 

"Hello?" | answer, tapping my foot impatiently. 

"Hey, Skai." 

Its Eddie. 

"Hey, um, do you mind if | call you back?" 

| hear a silence on the other line. 

"Mind if | say no?" Eddie asks, a bit of whine in his voice. 

| take in a exasperated breathe and wait for an explanation 

"Guess not. Okay, so, | know | did something really bad that | never should have done and | am so sorry! You 


can hate me all you want but | just needed you to know | am so sorry!" the cry in his rough voice started to 


bounce out. 
| sighed and decided to put it aside. 
| forgive you. But | really do need to go." 


| hear Eddie sigh then clear his throat. 


"Uh, y-yeah. Of e-course." he hangs up. 

| rub my eyes and look over to Layne who is looking over at me, worried. 

"Everything alright?" he questions, avoiding my eyes. 

"Yeah, it's okay. Just Eddie." 

Layne is silent, fiddling with his thumbs. | walk over to him and grip his shoulder softly and reassuringly. 
"When are we going?" 

"Now." Layne says, springing up from the couch to the door. 

He tugs at my hand as he jumps. | run with him, down the hall then down the stairs. 

He jumps off the majority of the stairs. | try and keep his grip. 

The scent of the rain fills my nostrils, and the slippery surfaces don't help either. 

He keeps running, and at the final steps he almost falls but | tug back to avoid it. He quickly glances at me to 
thank me by dipping his head before running to the car. | lunge off the final step onto the concrete. His car is 


parked right in front. 


| run into the passenger's side and open the door, hoping he didn't notice. 


It smells like booze. 

We stand outside of Layne's bandmate's house, waiting for him. 

The curtains to the home are tilted, and some you can see have collapsed. The painting is chipped and the door 
has a fist-sized hole through the top. The knob looks like its on the edge, almost about to come off the door 
at any second. His window have a couple cracks and holes. 

"Jerry?" Layne calls. 

| hear a bunch of laughs and then footsteps. 

A man with long, brown hair split evenly on his shoulders opens the door. 


"Hey, man" Jerry greets, nodding his head. 


| see his eyes drift from Layne, to me, then back to Layne. 


Layne laughs and points at me. 

"This is Skai. She's my.." he looks at me, furrowing his lip. 

"Um.. We are friends. Yes. Friends." | laugh nervously, shoving the problem away for later. 
Jerry narrows his eyes, a evil smirk on his face. 


"Well, come in. You too, Layne's friend” 
Jerry steps aside to allow us to go inside. | nod my thanks and step inside his house. 


Beer cans trash the floor. 
"Sorry, | just had a party." Jerry apologizes. | shrug, not really giving it much thought. 


"Layne's here!" Jerry yells, snatching three beers from the counter before heading down into a basement like 


place. 


He tosses a beer to Layne, who catches it no problem. | swallow hard. / have never been good at catching things. 
Jerry tosses one to me, and | do my best to catch it. It falls into one of my hands. 


"Thank god," | murmur. Jerry looks at me, tilting his head 
"What?" 

lt takes me a second to realize he heard that | said something, | just shook my head, and mumbled, "Nothing" 
He stares at me for a second, and then Layne. Layne throws his arm around me defensively. 

Jerry shrugs it off and continues to head downstairs. | see two other guys who are staring at me. 

"Who's the lady” one of them asks. He cracks his narrow jaw and locks at me jokingly. 

Before me or Layne could answer, Jerry answers for us. 

'Layne's friend! 

Layne softly chuckles and sits down 

| have to remain standing, for Layne took up the last seat. Layne sees me looking at him, and shakes his head 


quickly before standing up. 


"Milady," he jokes, smiling at me. | laugh and sit down, 


"Why thank you, kind sir." | shoot back, grinning. 


Jerry smirks at the two of us before glancing at the other guys. They all smile deviously. | shuffle into my 


seat. 


"Okay, so what song are we gonna go for first?" Layne asks. He does a couple vocal warm-ups and coughs 


before shuffling uncomfortably in place. His feet are waddling a bit everywhere as he waits. 
Everyone stares at Jerry, waiting. 


"How about Man In The Box?" 


Jerry questions, tapping his foot nervously. 


Layne nods and checks with everybody else. 


A man stands up from his drum set and points at the bassist, who is twiddling his thumbs. 
"Ready, set GO!" 


The song starts out nice and heavy. 
Layne nervously looks at me before shaking his head, getting ready to sing. 


He starts vocalizing. 
Damn. Hs voice is AMAZING. 


| smile at him and watch him glance at me nervously. 


"km the man in the box 


Buried in my shif" 
Layne strains his voice in the most beautiful way possible, while the rest of the band supports him. 


"Wont you come and save me, save me 


Feed my eyes, can you sew them shut? 
Jesus Christ, deny your maker 
He who tries, will be wasted 


feed my eyes now you've sewn them shut 


lm the dog who gets beat 


Shove my nose in shit 


Won't you come and save me, save me 
Feed my eyes, can you sew them shut? 
Jesus Christ, deny your maker 

He who tries, will be wasted 


feed my eyes now you've sewn them shut" 


They finish the song and | swear to god Layne sounds like an angel. Everyone can play their part so.. amazingly. 
| stood there, amazed. 


"You like it?" Layne asks, biting his lip nervously. 


| nod, smiling. 


"That was fucking awesome!" 

He smiles and dips his head. 

"Glad you liked it” the guy behind the drums told me, the slightest tinge of sarcasm at the end. 
"Is there something wrong?" | ask. 

Jerry giggles. So does the bassist. 

"Nothing." the drummer states, throwing his hands in front of him. 

"That is literally how he sounds normally." Jerry tells me. 


And then | laugh. Hysterically. Everyone is laughing at the drummer except for the man himself. He just softly 
chuckled and stared at Jerry. 


"Goddamnit Sean," Layne laughs, staring at the drummer. 


Sean. 


He looks like a Sean. 
"Sean, that's his name?" | question, pointing at him. Everyone nods. 
Jerry stands up and points at everyone, still keeping his eyes on me. 


"There's- well, your boyfriend-then Sean on drums. Then there's Mike on the bass and me, well if you don't 


know my name | might as well not know yours." 


The practice continues for a good hour before everyone decides they are tired and backs off. 


